POSTSCRIPT
appeared and passed through, on their motor-cycles, in their
tanks, in their lorries. And as they came the Czechs whistled.
That shrill, ear-piercing whistle is the traditional sign of hatred
or disapproval on the Continent; it is the equivalent of the hiss in
England. When thousands of people do it all at once the sound
is like the howl of a cyclone, it strains the ear-drums, wrenches at
the nerves, pierces the brain. Then the Czechs shook their fists
at the valorous petrol-driven conquerors, pointed their* fingers
in the direction from whence they came and told them to go back,
for they had not been invited, pelted the tanks with snowballs,
shoutedcWir werden es Euch noch geben' —cWe'll give it to you yet.'
'We'll give it to you yet5! With this mighty army riding into
Prague. Defenceless men and women, with the rifles of the motor-
cyclists and the machine-guns of the tanks bearing on them.
You will see on which side was the valour.
Men sprang forward from the crowd and tried to tear the
Germans from the seats of their motor-cycles. The Czech police,
acting under the orders of President Hacha from Berlin, drove
them back. The soldiers drove on with wooden faces. Women
sprang forward and spat in their faces. The police drove them
back. They disappeared into the crowd and sprang forward
again at another point, spitting. A German soldier went riding
through the Wenceslas Platz, looking straight ahead of him, with
spittle streaming down his face.
Somebody should paint that picture too. That young, fresh-
faced German soldier, with the heavy steel-helmet almost covering
his eyes, hands gripping the handle-bars, rifle slung across his
back — and the spittle streaming down his cheek. A symbolical
figure of the Reich reborn, the Reich of might and chivalry.
In the crowd a German gave the Hitler salute. In a moment
the crowd was milling round him, in another he would have been
lynched. His face was slapped and slapped until it bled. The
Czech police drove into the crowd and hauled him out. He ran
for his life across the Wenceslas Platz, and on the other side the
crowd waited for him and got him again. Again the police
extricated him. Then the crowd suddenly began to sing the Czech
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